'IT  IS WRITTEN'

The boredom of a long silence was often broken by an
outburst from somebody. 'God is great and there is none
other but He/ A pious answer is always ready.

'The day is cold!' I might say.

'It is from Allah/ would be the reply. To wish it other-
wise were blasphemous. From God always, and everything.
Never was there a firmer faith in the inevitability of events -
murder, raids, disease, all are part of the Divine plan. Each
has its written hour.

But there is also a merrier mood. Now and then a Badu
will remember some favourite rhyme, perhaps about Bu
Zaid or Dhiyab bin Ghanim, or other giant of antiquity.

Salih came riding alongside one day reciting the Bani
Hillal's self-satisfied reflections concerning their enemies.

'These are sparrows, and Bu Zaid a sidr tree.
Them we put to flight; and to its shade return.
For wolf wound there is medicine,
For Bu Zaid's spear-thrust there is no medicine,
The blood gushes forth as from the well-bucket
Drawn up brimming and swiftly outpoured.'

'And swiftly outpoured/ came from another rider,
characteristically repeating the last phrase. Then he turned
to me, 'Our Lord Muhammad has said, "Bu Zaid will be
found in Paradise." '

I showed no signs of surprise. Then another admirer
broke in:

'O Bu Zaid!  O Bu Zaid! Bu Mukhaimar!
Thy sword unsheathed, the stricken liveth not.
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